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it stopped and lay trembling. My host went to it, and I
turned away as I understood the reason it had left its
bag. Presently it was carried to the fire. I could now
see that it was an old man. Water dripped from his
eyes and from his mouth, and mucus dribbled from his
nose. It seemed as if he could not close his mouth, for
it was wide open and revealed two yellow teeth, long
and tapered like fangs. A dirty robe fell loosely about
his chest which was covered with thick white hairs like
soiled wool. The men propped him up solicitously, and
he knew what they did, for a high-pitched grunt came
from him.

"He's very old indeed," Sudan whispered to me.
" I think he's a hundred and fifty."

I looked at Sudan. He was not a bit horrified. His
face was wrapt in awe. With his wide brown eyes and
smooth skin he looked like a boy of sixteen. And I
wondered whether he would live a hundred and fifty
years and be put in a sack and taken out to clean and
feed once a day.

" I pray Allah you will all live as long as him," said
our host.

" Enshallah," we said in chorus.

" A sudden death for me," I thought.

The same cold dish of rice and rancid oil from the
previous night was produced. I made a fair pretence
of eating, though my inside heaved against it. At
seven o'clock we rode away with thanks and Allah's
blessing. We trotted up the winding wadi which was
pleasantly splashed with clumps of bright green bushes.
When we climbed up on to the plain, Sudan turned off
due west.